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And I should like so much not to give up my piano-practice
(Fugues in C major and in A major from the first volume of the Well-
Tempered Clavichord, Chopin's Prelude in F-sharp minor).
I should like so much to continue keeping this notebook up to date.
Too busy the last few days, I was unable to note down an important
conversation with Copeau, with whom I had dinner the day before
yesterday; with Schlumberger, who was leaving for Braffy (oh, how I
envy him his solitude!); with young Dombrowski, whom I should so
much like to help secure a position in French Equatorial Africa.
Everything flows irretrievably into the past.
There are certain days on which one feels oneself particularly wide
of the mark; behindhand; in debt; showing a deficit.
Today I see nothing but deficiencies everywhere; what I lack; where
I fell short. ...
Take refuge in sleep.
1 21 October
In the same issue as the second diatribe by Massis, Barres's Carnets
disappoint me; but I had read with the greatest interest his Memoires
in La Revue des deux mondes. It is impossible to display more ingenu-
ously one's weaknesses and appetite for grandeur. The kind of fame he
longs for ... the kind for which I have the least taste. There are
few figures that remain more foreign to me. Yet there is one point at
which we touch: his desire, his need of nobility. But I add that he
seems to be attracted especially by what, to my way of thinking, is
merely the simulacrum.
What would he have been if he had not known his origins? Much
greater, doubtless. I imagine him a foundling. Would he have discov-
ered and loved his Lorraine? 5S
How can Massis put up with that love of Asia?
Yesterday took Mme Theo to the movies. Bancroft in a very ordi-
nary film; he rather good himself; a very beautiful actress; the other
actors disagreeable and constantly acting. Nothing to note down.
Returned home in haste; wrote a preface for the collection Ne
jugez pas.
In the evening read a few pages of La Bruy&re, which washed me
of all the agitations, the torments, the petty and empty contortions of
this day*
53 The basis of Maurice Barr&s's nationalism was his love for his native
province, Lorraine, to which he was attached by the graves of his ancestors,
his traditions, and his upbringing.